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ons. And to this day tears rise in my eyes [1 the needless cruelty of the younger Seguin, L heart patient up a long flight of stairs, that : the gasping of the gray-white mouth for lare and strain of her waxy nostrils. Then, il generosity, though heaven knows her com-.ct of mine, I made her a little gift, and as she {• the bill inside her well-mended glove, her he number on its corner, and, she must have )oor, her tormented and tormenting heart ^e and sent a rush of blood into her face that ry eyeballs pinken; and then again the clutch-the flaring nostrils, the gasping for air, the k, the frightened eyes! Oh, it is unforgetta-ul! poor soul!
:ng my symptoms gathered together, they yet rted out, toned down, and adapted to this or L. But at least the work had not been thrown the first night Dr. Fordyce Barker — a keen tic, by the way — occupied with a friend a He had rescued me from the hands of the L Paris, and I had at times been his patient. :d heartily after the first two acts, but looked ed. At the end of the third act a gentleman turned and looked at him inquiringly. The - up his hands, while shaking his head discon-le friend said: " Why, I'm surprised — I s Morris suffered from her spine?" iocs — so she does/' nodded Dr. Barker, ent on the friend, "this thing isn't spine — <e heart to me."
1 say so," responded the doctor. " I knew strong — just a thing of nerves and will — saw a sign of heart trouble before. But it's id it's bad; for, by Jove, she can't go through ck like that and finish this play. Too bad,
onest sympathy for my new affliction spoiled